topic abruptly to modern English poetry, which he
abhorred. I had an awkward feeling of having made
a faux pas. It passed off in a heated discussion on the
merits, or demerits, of W. H. Auden and Cecil Day
Lewis. My curiosity was not lessened by his unex-
pected shying away from the name of Elvira.
"You had better travel back with Kleber and myself
to the barracks to-night, and return here to-morrow,"
Outside the Ministry of War was the general's car,
a large Lincoln saloon. We climbed into the back,
"Gee, I'm that tired, Fm gonna sleep all to-morrow and
leave the colonels to carry out orders/' Kleber yawned.
Through the back window I could see the outline of
an armoured-car, across Kleber's knees lay a Win-
chester rifle, the general took no chances. The Castellar
was black save for isolated patches of light from the
uncurtained windows of a large villa. "I'd like to put
a shell into those bastards," growled Kleber.
"Why don't you?" I asked- The armoured-car
seemed quite capable.
"Because, my child, it is the German Embassy and
under diplomatic protection. The Embassies here in
Madrid are the most God-damn racket that ever hap-
pened," the general groaned. "Gosh, my feet hurt."
"It's your own fault," said DtiraBte, "it's the third
pair of boots you've had in a f ortaigbt, you're a regular
Goering about the feet.**
I spent the night in a delightful villa near Bueaa-